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“DON'T FORGET YOUR ADMISSION” 


With this, our second issue, SCIENTIFANTASY has just passed the 
critical stage of any fanzine. Personally, we feel we have come thru 
with flying colors. A bit late, perhaps, but unavoidable for reasons 
we won't bother to bore you with, as countless zine editors before us 
have already offered nearly the same alibies. We are having some 
trouble on one point in particular -- that very necessary pain-in-the- 
neck, subscriptions. This extremely undesirable situation stems from 
the fact that a number of you readers are neglecting to kick in with 
the badly needed dough. Like the cartoon above implies, you can't see 
the big show without the price of admission, so get on the ball, and 
sling some $$$ our way quick!!! The cartoon by the way, is to be a 
permanent feature, dealing on some topic of interest in fandom. 

Back to subs again, the rates have gone up to 20¢ per copy, 75¢ yr, 
beginning April lst. If you act fast you can still sub at the old 
rate - 50¢ a yr. Next ish sports a very nice fantasy-cover by Krucher 
and a beautiful backcover by Jon Arfstrom. Other than that, we have 
no idea what will be in no. 3, except possibly an exeellent feature 
story by Miles Eaton. You're right -- we need some good material as 
soon as we can get it. Needed are good quality articles, stories & 
what-have-you, just so it's some of your BEST! Well-written humor can 
also be very easily used. DEADLINE : MARCH 31, 1949. 

About this issue -- we think you'll find a number of improvements 
throughout. The material is superior to no. 1, and the art far more 
varied -- with 12 or-so artists on the job!! tf it appears as though 
there are two typers used, then your middle name must be Sherlock, be- 
cause there were two! John just got a new typer & it shall be used 
. hereafter. The winner of the backcover contest appears herein. It 
was the best-written, best presented, and had the best idea of all the 
entries received. Congrats, Mr. Appelman!! The buck is on its way. 
Many thanx to all the other swell people who entered, you all had good 
ideas, even if you didn’t win. The comic strip will continue -- it has 
been streamlined, enlarged, and the drawing improved. We think you'll 
like it a lot better. 

Sorry "Abstractions" couldn't have been longer, but it was squeezed 
for space. Incidently, all letters of comment, and we would very much 
appreciate them, should be addressed to John as well as ads. Also, 
please double-space them -- it simplifies matters tremendously. Mss & 
subs go to Bill. We are still on the lookout for new artists. If your 
work is 6f the quality we desire, contact John and he'll fix you up. 
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Tne striking cover on this is- 
sue was done by one Howard Mil- 
ler, age 19, of Banning, Califor- 
nia- Howard has had no art 
training other than the normal 
grammar and high school art 
classes. Starting actively draw- 
ing not quite two years ago for 
the fun of it, he has derived 
considerable entertainment from 
experimenting with various pens, 
epee, brushes and  what-not. 

The editors can testify to the 
fact, having a crow's quill - 
feather, that is - he sent us. 
Said he had a little trouble with 
at:) He's an active member of 
the NFFF,-LASFS, and the Fantasy 
Artisans. Howards ambition is to 
become an illustrator for S-F and 
fantasy pro-mags. He's already 
had quite a taste of illustrat- 


Artist Miller has depicted one of 
the many dangers of space travel. 
Illustrated is an rocket ship 
approaching an exploding meteor! 
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Miller 


ing, his work havin 
many top fanzines, 
he was co-editor of, 
funct DREAM QUEST. 


appeared in 
ne of these, 
the now de- 





Land of, the 
a WWelCakalNICLOMDS 


~BY EVAN H. APPELMAN 





In a galaxy which the Universal 
Republic, in its love of mathe- 
matics, has designated as I3F, 
there existed a small system re- 
volving around a modest sun. Un- 
countable eons ago, in fact, only 
shortly after the birth of time 
itself, a warp formed in the 
space-time matrix,sending a flood 
of energy to a certain spot in 
space, and that sun was born. It 
had little company, for the uni- 
verse was only now being created, 
and the sky was sparsely dotted 
with only a handful of suns,while 
there were only a few other gal- 
axies. But, by a strange quirk 
of fate, this sun collided head 
on with one of its neighbors, and 
they merged into one. The great 
gravitronic disturbances result- 
ing from this caused tremendous 
amounts of molten matter to be 
thrown out from the new sun. 
These cooled and out of them were 
born three planets. 

Strangely enough, it was on on- 
ly one of these planets that in- 
telligent life formed: the larg- 
est and the one furthest from the 
sun. This life, in a humanoid 
shape, progressed rapidly, in 
culture as well as in science, 
and in less than one thousandth 


WINNING ENTRY — 


( Condensed from : 
Universal Republic by Evan H. Appelman.) 


( Vol. VIII, Book 5, Chapter XLVII. ) 
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"A History of the 


of a Universal epoch, their know- 


ledge knew no bounds. They had 
explored their system; they had 
explored their galaxy; and then, 


they explored the universe. And 
everywhere they went, they found 
the universe undeveloped. It was 
yet an infant, unready to unite 
in a common cause of universal 
brotherhood. The wise men from 
Acno, which was the name that 
they gave to their planet, saw 
this and they became discouraged, 
and they returned to their fos- 
tering world. 

So, while the rest of the races 
of the universe were yet to ex- 
plore their home planets, the men 
of Acno had explored the  uni- 
verse. 

But, just as Acno was the first 
world to breed life, so was it 
the first to give it up. For the 
galaxy now known as 13F was dy- 
ing. And the wise men knew this 
and they prepared. Calling upon 
all of their biological skill and 
learning, they began to patiently 
mutate their decendents. It was 
long, tiresome work, but slowly 
the desired characteristics began 
to appear. 

And the sun around which Acno 
revolved decame a white dwarf. 
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The wise men began to work more 
hastily now, for they knew that 
their time was short. And each 
sucessive generation changed ; 
began to drop its humanoid char- 
acteristics and take on others 
that would prove more useful in 
the dead world that it was des- 
tined to inhabit: the character- 
istics of a machine ! 

Now the sun became a red dwarf. 
The system was dying. 

There were only a few changes 
to make now. These were accomp- 
lished in three more generations 
and the new mechanicloid took its 
stand against death. 

And the sun became a _ black 
dwarf and all orthodox life left 
the system. 

The mechanicloids were all that 
were left. This ingenious scheme 
of the wise men of Acno to per- 
petuate their wisdom had succeed- 
ed. The first mechanicloids were 
born - the later ones were manu- 
factured by others of their kind. 
When completed, the mechanicloid 
was a small unit about the size 
of one's fist. It was spherical, 
with an overhanging rim on its 
top and on this a hollow knob, 
open at the top. From the sides 


of the rim extended cables at the 
ends of which were small, balloon 
shaped objects which 
sensory organs. 


served as 
Protruding from 





a third side of the rim was a lip 
with a small device on top of it 
and a metal are around it. In 
the center of the arc was a 
weighty pointer-like mechanism. 
This, and the device on the rin, 
also acted as sensory organs. 

Both the body of the sphere,and 
its rim, were studded with numer- 
ous pin shaped bolts which fitted 
into sockets along the side. 

The mechanicloid continued to 
grow for about three years, at 
which time it was about thirty 
feet in diameter,not counting the 
rim which was in itself another 
twenty feet in thickness and two 
hundred feet in diameter. As 
these figures show, the rim grew 
at a much greater speed than did 
the rest of the mechanicloid. 
However, since the socket in the 
sphere, and the part of the rim 
that fitted into the socket, grew 
at the rate of the sphere, the 
result was an extremely off bal- 
ance mechanicloid, with most of 
the rim hanging far out over the 
sphere. Obviously, this could 
not remain and it didn't. At 
this time, the machine divided, 
the entire rim co ing off, leav- 
ing a gapping opening where it 
had fitted. Also, the studs in 
the rim and sphere flew out of 
their sockets. The result was 
the adult mechanicloid unit, 
operated on one, or actually, 
two, brains. 

The main brain was contained in 
the great sphere, which did all 
of the unit's thinking. The sec- 
ond, or auxiliary brain, was 
housed in the rim and served to 
analyze the stimuli reported by 
the sensory organs and transmit 
this analysis, by way of radio 
waves, to the main brain. These 
two brains were co-ordinated, not 
only with each other, but with 
the numerous studs, which had no 
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brains, but merely a mechanical 
nerve center which received the 
radioed thoughts from the larger 
members of the unit. The studs 
did most of the work of the unit, 
responding to the instructions 
sent out by the sphere as_ the 
latter analyzed the sensory re- 
ports sent from the rim. When at 
rest, the studs would usually en- 
ter either the knob on the top of 
the rim, or the hollow chamber in 
the top of the sphere where the 
rim had been attached before the 
division. The studs would remain 
in these shelters,.safe from met- 
eor storms and the like, until 
called upon again to work. 

And so, as the rest of ‘the uni- 
verse was just beginning to feel 
its growing pains, Acno was dead, 
and a new form of life had devel- 
oped upon it. This life continu- 
ed to develop,for it had the vast 
storehouse of knowledge acquired 
by its ancesters at its finger- 
tips. And when the mechanicloids 
saw that the universe was stir-~ 
ring,they ceased their periodical 
forays through space and awaited 
the coming of the humaniod races 
to them. ; 

When the first exploratory ship 
of the Universal Republic landed 
on Acno, its crew was rather 
shocked. Through their visors 
they could see the mechanicloids, 
silver in the light of the ship's 
searchlights, floating around it. 
They saw the huge spheres, float- 
ing near the ship, awaiting the 
arrival of their sensory organs 
which were some distance behind, 
great saucers sweeping their 
long, snake-like, arms around to 
examine the visitors. Rising 
from their knobs, and speeding a- 
head, were hordes of tiny pegs, 
which converged with those coming 
from the tops of the spheres and 
stood by for their instructions. 





They made an eerie sight against 


the absolute blackness of the 
dead galaxy, and: they did not 
fail to startle the humanoid vis- 
itors, who did not realize that, 
since the mechanicloids were met- 
al machines, they could adjust 
their own magnetism and thus have 
a perfect control over gravity. 

But the crew of the ship soon 
regained its composure and made 
contact with these strange be- 
ings, offering them membership in 
the Universal Republic. The mech- 
anicloids, at first shocked by 
the lack of true wisdom in the 
humanoids, realized that their 
only chance to aid this civiliza- 
tion was to join it, and they ac- 
cepted the offer. 

In the past, the mechanicloids, 
having no particular ambitions 
that could not be filled on their 
home planet, had kept their fact- 
ories going at a slow speed, just 
fast enough to produce the bodies 
necessary to replace those that 
had finally worn out. Now, how- 
ever, they had a greater purpose, 
and the factories were set at 
full speed. Mechanicloids were 
sent out throughout the universe. 
Although they were originally in- 
tended to live in the extraordin- 
arily severe enviroment of dead 
Acno, they were made in such a 
way that they could adapt to fit 

eee continued on p. 23 
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David 1. Keller 


(Reprinted from "Songs of a Spanish Lover" 
by permisSion of the author) 





I have come back from the wars, 

And once again eat rice with my family; 

Eat rice that I did not plant. 

On the table are flowers 

That grew in a garden strange to me. 

The little kitten that I used to see 

Playing with its tail in a circle 

Is now a cat and runs frightened 

When it hears my step on the graveled walk. 
I am a stranger in my own house. 











The little girls are shy and 
Are more attracted by my sword 
Than by the caresses of their Father. 
The wift sits primly across the table, 
Telling my tales of her daily life, 
That are strange and unusual to me, 
But commonplace to her. 
The dishes I used to eat on 
Are broken and replaced ‘by others. 

I am a stranger in my own house. 












After supper, outside in the street, 
I hear the little children calling 
To each other, but the names 
Are not familiar to me. 
Only the moon seems the same 
As it rises above the plum tree. 
My wife joins me in the garden, 
Showing me the new flowers. 
Between us there is a space, 
Indefinite and untangible, 
Caused by the years of separation. 

I am a stranger in my own house. 
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EVERYTHING WAS WORKING ALONG SO SMOOTHTIY, 
THOUGHT EMMA -- BUT SHE HADN'T COUNTED ON 
THE MAN WEARING THE BLACK CAPE..... 












The rough gravel roadway 
which was Main Street lay be- 
neath the noon sun of Ausust 
and produced visible shimner- 
ing waves of heat. The odor 
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Cobwebs 
heavy with dust wound 
themselves about her face 
and arms. Her groping 
fingers found the spade. 


Fof dust and oil hung faintly discernable 
in the still air. An occasional fly 
buzzed irritably around the screen door 
of the town's only beer parlor. Other- 
wise, Stellan City might just as well 
have been a ghost town for all the signs 
of life it showed. 

Not a soul moved along the two-block 
length of business district, The sign 
painted on the window of the beer parlor 
proclaimed the simple legend "Paul's 
Beer Palace” in black letters edged in 
gold. The gold had mostly flaked away 
and the "1" in Palace had degenerated 
into something more nearly resembling an 
"4", <A dirty grey cat lay on os 

floori before the door. It yawned an 

Tllustrated licked ite face with a small red tongue 
& by * and blinked its yellow eyes toward the 
hot glare of the street. Inside Paul's 
Arfstrom Palace a juke-box suddenly shattered the 
filence with the tune " Be Nobody's Dar- 

ling but Mine Love". d 

Paul's wife, Emma, stood before the 
machine gazing fixedly at the whirling 

black dise. Colored neon tubes sent 

dancing bubbles upward along the front 
corner edges of the music box. The air 
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4nside the beer parlor was an 
even ten degrees cooler than that 
just outside the street door but 
there was no consolation in the 
fact. The thermometer at the 
_ window corner registered a warm 
101 degrees Fahrenheit. Small 
beads of moisture clung precari- 
ously to Emma's forehead. Her 
derk , almost black hair hung 
lifelessly over her ears and down 
the nape of her neck. The fingers 
of her right hand subconsciously 

drummed in time with the melody 
against the glass of the selec- 
tion panel, ‘The record finished 
and the machine's mechanism mir- 
aculously stored it away again in 
4ts proper place in the stacke 
Emma debated upon whether to drop 
4n andther nickel now or to wait 
until after the noon hour. The 


clock on the shelf behind the bar 
showed five minutes after twelve. 
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Emma-shrugged and turning away 
walked behind the bar and began 
to go over the polished mahogany 
with a damp rag. Jed Thomas would 
likely drop by any minute and he 
was always good for at least one 
tune, Usually he picked something 
by Al Dexter and that was good e- 
nough thought Emma. Fanny thing 
about that too; Jed talked in the 
same sort of voice as Al Dexter 
used singing. Kind of deep, a 
little rough perhaps, but witha 
humor of sorts ranging vibrantly 
in the background. 

A shadow smudged across the 
dusty front windows, the screen 
door banged, and Jed stood at the 
bar, wheezing a little as though 
he had been walking fast. An old 
Model A thundered by through the 
street and a minute later silence 
descended again as though it had 
never been absent. Jed quietly 


“mopped his face with a large 


square of blue cloth and stuffed 
the wadded result back into his 
hip pocket, Emma set a beer be- 
fore him on the bar and leaned 
back against the cooler to watch 
him drink, : 

Jed lifted the glass and took a 
long slow swallow. The suddeness 
of the cold beverage hitting his 


stomach caused hin to belch 
slightly. The odor of the beer 
fomed through his nostrils. life 
was good thought Jed. He looked 
up at Emma. 

"Where's Paul ?" 

"Sleeping." 


"Sleeping again! He was sleep- 
ing this time yesterday, and the 
day before, too. What's he try- 
in' to do, sleep his life away ?” 

Emma looked up, startled, A 
thin trace of sudden panic flick- 
ered momentarily in the deep blue 
of her eyes. Jed stood swishing 
beer in the bottom of his glass, 
Fis large, sun-blackened hand 
moved in a barely preceptible 
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circular motion. Apparently he 
was absorbed in discovering how 
much foam he could produce from 
what beer yet remained in his 
glass. Emma let out her breath. 
He had not noticed her frightened 
start. She spoke slowly and care- 
fully in a voice purposely 
Steady. "Paul's been overdoing 
himself, Every day now, he takes 
@ nap about this time.” 

Jed grunted and emptied his 
glass. He laid two dimes on the 
bar and without question Emma re- 
filled his gYass and rang up the 
money in the cash register. The 
metallic ting of its mechanism 
vibrated through the room and as 
though it were a signal Jed moved 
over to the juke-box and thumbed 
out a couple cowboy ballads. He 
stood there listening, leaning 
lightly against the box and gaz- 
ing fixedly at the doorway which 
led to the living quarters in the 
rear of the building. The smoke 
from his cigarette swirled blue- 
white against the background of 
the deeper hued neons. Enna 
watched him as was her habit, and 
the uneasiness in her mind grew 
stronger. She wished that Jed 
would quit looking at the door- 
way. It appeared as though he 
were waiting for Paul to come 
through. She piece hurriedly at 
the closed oor, half expecting 
to see Paul standing there. But 
Paul, she knew, was lying on his 
back on the day-bed, his widely 
opened eyes staring at the ceil- 
{ng and his right arm hanging 
over the edge, the hand resting 
palm up, the fingers trailing on 
the floor. He had been lying in 
just that position for the past 
three days. What if Jed should 
walk through the doorway and find 
him there? Emma gripped the edge 
of the cooler in frantic deper 
tion, and pushed her feet hard a- 
gainst the floor to keep her legs 





Tt was becoming 
increasingly imperative that she 


from trembling. 


get Paul out of the back rooms 
immediately, a8 soon as she could 
safely do so without anyone know- 
ing about it. What was there to 
be done with a dead body 

except to bury it. Paul must be 
buried tonight. The way the 
flies kept hovering around it 
should have been done before. 
She began to plan on how she 
would manage the burial. She 
didn't know that Jed was gone un- 
til the echoes of the screen door 
banging had faded back into the 
hot still silence. 


Daylight lingered in the even- 
ing sky with a provoking insis- 
tence. Emma sat by the open back 
door at the rear of the building 
watching and waiting for darkness 
to fall. A few yards away by the 
alley's edge stood a combination 
outhouse and coal shed. Inside 
that shed in a dim dusty corner 
were a few no-longer-used garden 
tools,and among them was a spade, 
The handle was broken near the 
top,but she could probably manage 


1h 


well enough. 


Other days it had become dark 
goon enough. Now it seemed that 
the red streaks low in the west 
would never fade into purple, 
into black. Overhead, the lone 
evening star twinkled in a slate- 
grey sky, and off in the distance 
a curlew sounded its mournful 
call, a lost soul seeking its 
lost mate. Emma dozed off, to 
awaken minutes later in the deep 
dusk of night. 

Feeling strangely refreshed af-~ 
ter her short nap, Emma confi- 
dently walked the familiar track 
to the outhouse, and once inside, 
felt her. way along the wall to 
the corner. Cobwebs heavy with 
dust wound themselves about her 
face and arms. Her groping fin- 
gers found the spade, The handle 
was round and firm and solid in 





The waiting was. 
tiresome and made her nervous 
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her grasp,the broken top jaggedly 
real with its splinters; but, 
nevertheless, the reality of what 
she had done and of what she was 
about to do failed to impress her 
as she thought it should, It was 
as though she were preforming a 
perfectly natural and blameless 
act. There were mo qualms of a 
guilty conscience, no signs of 
nervousness now. She smiled to 
herself, picturing in her mind 
the shocked and ashen features of 
horrified amazement that the 
faces of certain of the town folk 
would assume were they to be sud- 
denly aware of the pattern she 
was weaving out of life. 

Outside, the night seemed dark- 
er than before. There was almost 
no transition in the density of 
lightness with ddarkness in the 
doorway of the shed. Walkirg 
back toward the house was like 
Walking without a lamp in a coal 
mine tunnel. She had longed for 
darkness; now it was here with a 
vengeance, Familiar as she was 
with the small plot of back yard, 
the thickness of the night shift- 
ed slightly her sense of direc- 
tion so that she tripped over a 
stone bordering the pathway and 
fell heavily. <A sudden shock of 
pain blotted out consciousness 
for a few moments and then left 
her miraculously free of mind, 
calm and deliberate of movement, 
The splintered handle gleamed 
redly in the faint light. 

Ieavi the shovel behind, she 
proceeded without further diffi- 
culty to the open back door and 
through the kitchen to the living 
room where Paul still lay face up 
upon the worn day—bed. The lamp 
burning over the study desk cast 
a cold light over the drawn, pale 
features of the dead man. The 
eyes were open, and it seemed to 
mma that they watched her as she 
approached, just as the eyes of 
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persons in certain paintings or 
photographs seem to follow your 
movements no matter where you 
position yourself from them. But 
Emma was too intent upon the task 
at hand to concern herself with 
such flights of imagination. She 
reached for Paul's shoulders, In- 
tending to pull the body over on- 
to the floor, but to her surprise 
she found that she could not move 
him. The body seemed to have 
grown immeasurably in weight,and, 
then too, her hands were oddly 
light and fragile and appeared to 
some extent to pass through a 
portion of the body without meet- 
ing any tangible resistance. To a 
person of Emma's temperament, it 
Was an exasperating situation, 
In a frenzy of determination, she 
exerted all her strength and pow- 
er oP will into a final surreme 
effort and managed to move the 
body enough so that its own 
weight caused it to slip over the 
edge of the day-bed and fall with 


an obstinate thud face downward 
on the floor, There it lay and 
no further amount of straining 


and heaving could move it. Emma 
gat upon the floor crying bitter- 
ly in frustration, 4 no tears 


fell. She tried to think coher- 
entiy,to solve the vexing problem 
of her sudden lack of strength, 
but her thoughts inexplicitiy 
wandered from the subject. Acting 
upon some stray impulse, she got 
to her feet and fled the house. 
She had reached the alley when 
she saw a stranger standing under 
the corner street lamp, ap- 
parently waiting there for her. 
He saw her coming, and turned to 
walk slowly down the south road 
fn the direction of the community 
purial ground, Emma hurried to 
catch up. 


The dusty Main Street of Stel- 
lan City baked and seethed under 





the same white blob of sun ag 
that of the day before, Only 
there was a difference. This day, 
the town stirred with an under- 
current of gossip, a rare bit of 
news tinged with horror and 
mystery, that even the intense 
heat of the early afternoon fail- 
ed to dispel. Scattered huddles 
of humanity clung to the shadows 
of doorways and shop fronts 
acrogs the street from Paul's 
Peer Palace, critically examining 
from time to time its elosed en- 
trance. The same dirty grey cat 
razed maliciously from its place 
oy the hooked screen door. A 
group of small boys stood in the 
alley back of the beer parlor 
staring in wide-eyed wonderment 
at a particular dark stain on the 
path midway from the coal shed to 
the main building. 

A half-block down the street, 
Gerald Gaines, the local under- 
taker, satin his front office 


facing the monotonous buzzing of 


an electrict fan and talking to 
Jed Thomas who had stopped by, as 
he himself expressed it, for 
particulars. 





Ath 
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"It was a nasty way to die, al- 
though she must not have had much 
suffering. That there shovel 
handle was run right through her 
like a sword. Tore open one side 
of her heart. 01d Mace found her 
there that way, with the jagged 
end of the handle sticking out of 
her back. Gave the old man quite 
a shock. Hear he's still as ner- 
VOUB as a wet hen.” 


>> -BETWEEN THE LINES. 
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Gerald Gaines inched his 220 
pounds forward on his chair, 
leaned back and propped both feet 
up on the edge of his desk, Te 
was-a prolific conversationalist 
and Jed waited patiently for the 
next installment. 

"Yep," continued Gaines, be- 
tween puffs on a newly 1it Melba, 
"it was a messy way to die, and 
all the time there was Paul lying 
fn there on the floor, and him 
dead tod. And been dead for at 
least three days. The whole af- 
fair is quite a mvsetery, I can 
tell you. Folks don't much know 
what to make of it." 

Jed had heard enough, He mumn- 
pled something about a grocery 
order and left the undertaker's 
establishment. Now that Emme was 
gone he might just as well take 
that trip to California he had 
promised himself. Too bad about 
Emma, he reflected musingly. We'd 
have gotten along good together, 
There was no question in Jed's 
mind about how Paul had died. But 
Jed was a bachelor of long stand- 
ing and not much given to talk- 
ing. 

And, then too, there was the 
little dirty-faced boy in torn 
overalls who told that as he was 
coming back to town from fishing 
at Devil's Creek Hole, he 
had seen Emma and a man ina 


black cape walking together down 
the road. But, being an imagin- 
ative child, no one paid him any 
attention. @ end~—~ 


Coming up before too long, if ali 


goes well, will be a Comic Zine, de- 


voted entirely to adventure strips & cartoons of STF & fantasy nature 


by top fan artists. 
16 pages & cost about 20¢ a copy. 
plans, 


Lithoed, it will probably be in STFussy's format, 
Before we really go ahead with our 
we would like your views on the subject. 


Also up our sleeves, 


depending on the printer's verdict,we have a big surprise in store for 
you to appear in our anniversary ish -- something never done before to 


our knowledge ina fanzine!!! 


We are going to alternate STF covers and fantasy covers, with titles 


to match. 


subs in !!! See you in no. 3! 


The STF title appears on this ish. 
back next jsh. This just about winds 


The other one will be 
up things this time, so get those 
9 


4 John, 






@ ZAMOLAR, SUPREME SCIENTIST OF THE PLANET 
AZOLA HAS JUST BEEN NOTIFIED OF A REPORT FROM 
= THE WORLD OBSERVATORY THAT CONFIRMED HIS 
FEAR OF A WANDERING SUN COLLIDING WITH THAT OF 
é : AS, AZOLA/S, WE FIND ZAMOLAR AND THE MESSENGER, A 
eT eae eet ence nip gente BRILLIANT YOUNG ASTRONOMER, SEATED 
BEFORE THE VIEW-PLATE OF THE WONDROUS 
COMPUTING MACHINE, WHICH PREDICTS THE 
FUTURE COURSE OF EVENTS... 













QUICKLY, ZAMOLAR SWITCHES THE SCENE 
TO CLOSE-vP VIEWS OF EXZORY‘'S PLANETS 
TO OBSERB AND RECORD THE EFFECTS ON THEM 


- i = 

ooK! KYOR,THE CLOSEST PLANET ¥ TM CLE a 

¥ TO THE SUN, HAS BECOME A PP THe PME ee, 

BLACKENED CINDER! AND AZOLA'S (p16 4 REny aS 

SURFACE 15 SCORCHED ANDO CRACKED UA SEN BETS j/N~ 

COMPLETELY pa NT OVE 

DEVOID oF RP, 
Ry LIFE PF 





€3uWE SCREEN FLARES INTO SEARING BRIL— 
LIANCE AS THE TWO SUNS MEET, THAT TEM— 
PORARILY BLINDS THE TWO AZOLIANS EVEN 























@3iie FLASH OF WHITE-HOT 
LIGHT SLOWLY DIES DOWN, 


AND.... 






AH! THE SUNS AGAIN F 
SEE —THE SMALLER 
INVADER STAR 1S 
WEAKENING... IT'S 
ABOUT To...... 



















1-1 CAN‘T UNDER- 
STAND IT J PERHAPS 
THE MACHINE —— 


} QUICK CHECK-UP OF THE 
COMPUTING MACHINE IS MADE BY CRACK 
MECHANICS. SOON.... 





[7 IMPOSSIBLE ! YET THE ELECTRO— 
THERE RAUST BE AN EXPLANATION,’ SCOPE ATTACHMENT SHOWS NO TRACE 
WAIT -- PERHAPS THE WHOLE : OF FREE MATTER NOR RADIOACTIVE 
SYSTEM WAS DISINTREGATED-— 7 : g PARTICLES OTHER 
BLOWN APART! WE SHALL SEE...) THAN THAT OF. 


TILL 
ie BY HIS FINDINGS, 
ZAMOLAR MAKES HIS REPORT TO THE PRESIDENT. 
Y——AND THAT'S IT, FANTASTIC 
AS 1 KNOW IT MUST 
7 SOUND ! 


° 

WE CAN'T REVEAL THE 
TRUTH TO THE MASSES... 
PANICS, RIOTS WOULD SOON 


CRIPPLE THE PLANET! WILL 2 
IN MY FLITTER £ 





Space Siren 


For long we wandered, questing each faint star; 
Rejoicing in the sullen rocket's blast, 

Each time-change but disclosed your smiling face 
Urging me out to bring the lost worlds near. 
Strange couple we, when yours the slim white hand 
That beckoned froma distant cooling sun 

Or lured me, from the colored vacuous sand 

Of space, to follow till new worlds were won. 


But now, my mistress--lover, we must part, 

For my scarred hull must cross the final bar 

Where like some lone bleak rock that drifts, the last 
Of swarms once gathered in a wash of space 

I'll watch with terror your young beauty sear 

The jets of my spaceman's pitted desolate heart, 


—~ Wteles Eaton 
2 





Consciousness is a peculiar 


thing which no one fully under- 


stands. Humans consider it the 
ability to think, feel,understand 
according to the individual's 
ability; to know life. What is 
it to animals? Man does not know 


if they think or not,as he under- 


stands thinking. He shrewdly 
guesses that they have an aware- 
ness of life, of the necessities 
of life, that they probably have 
some sort of an intuitiveness 
which is, perhaps, partly akin to 
his own ability to think and rea- 
son. 


Vegetations, trees, plants, 
flowers, grains, have life, but 
do they have awareness or con- 


sciousness? Man does not’ know. 
He no more understands them than 
he understands infinity. 

What of rocks, of mountains, of 
metals? Do they, too, have con- 
sciousness, have awareness? Man 
does not know. But he is con- 
stantly trying to understand and 
learn. 

Is there non-terrestrial life? 
Many have guessed or deduced that 
there must be. As Man has learn- 
ed more of his Universe, partic- 
ularly of its tremendous, awe-in- 
spiring largeness, he has come to 
the humble realization that he 
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Bill Kroll - #9 Fans 


cannot be the only intelligent 
being or entity in the Cosmos. 
To feel otherwise is an egotism 
all out of proportion to Man's 
growing intellect. 

Many of Earth's continuing hu- 
man thinkers have evisioned be- 
ings or A Being infinitely .great- 
er than himself, and have labeled 
these or this as gods or God. He 
has attributed to these Greater 


Beings all of the knowledge and 
abilities which he himself 
possesses -- or can conceive of 


and wishes he possessed -- but 
in infinite degree. 

In every age, in every clime, 
there have been those who have 
spent their lives in the study of 
this Infinite Intellect, hoping ~ 
to learn something about it. From 
these strivings have come re- 
ligions, from others have come 
philosophies. And these have been 
constantly evolving, as men learn 
more and more. 

It is this ability that will, 
in time, bring him to heights as 
yet undreamed, or to the depths 
of self-destruction -- all this 
depending on what turns his imag- 
ination takes, and even more, on 
how well he comes to know hinm- 
self, 5 

There are many who descry re- 
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ligion as an opiate, as a means 
of deluding one's self with the 
idea that he has a final, after- 
life life that will bring him 
everything he wants but does not 
have in this one. 

That is perhaps true, to some 
extent, although this concept of 
religion is not as prevalent as 
it formerly was, there being an 
ever-new,evolving concept of true 
religious belief and feeling. For 
all the finer things that men now 
know and practice have come from 
his search after the things term- 
ed religious. The realization of 
one's dependence on and mutual 
responsibility for the rights and 
welfare of others, is a distinct- 
ly religious concept. A moment's 
serious thought will bring to 
mind dozens of present-day 
actualities that have stemmed 


from this search and concepts. 

On the other hand, man's search 
self-understanding 
being our great 


for has 


brought into 
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tems of philisophies. Unfortun- 
ately there is a general -- and, 
this writer believes, wrong -- 
feeling that as each newer philo- 
sophy is promulgated, all the 
former ones must forthwith be 
ridiculed and forgotten as out- 
of-date and incorrect. Yet with- 
out each of those foundation sys- 
tems, the newer one could never 
have come into being. And it,too, 
will soon be supplanted by a 
still newer philosophic idea. 

One of the more favorable a- 
spects of that microcosm we know 
as Science-Fantasy Fandom, is the 
fact that most of its adherents 
are people with vivid imagina- 
tions, a willingness to venture 
onto new and unknown trails of 
thought,a general open-mindedness 
for new ideas and vast, startling 
concepts. 

It is only natural, therefore, 
that so many of them are ardent 
and earnest students of one or 
more of the new scientific con- 
cepts and advances, and/or of the 
new systems of philosophies, in- 
cluding the latest -- semantics 
and general semantics. 

But it is equally puzzling to 
this writer why these same far- 
looking and generally open-minded 
to the newest and latest concepts 
in religion, loudly proclaiming 
their atheistic beliefs, refusing 
to consider even the possibility 
that religion, too, has advanced 
far beyond the old anthropomor- 
phic ideas and beliefs. 

Their main arguments against it 
are couched in ridicule; they 
base their statements largely on 
old-time beliefs and Old Testa- 
ment stories, refusing to recog- 
nize that the most modern relig- 
ious concepts are really philo- 
sophical in nature; are a dynamic 
self-evaluation and a dynamic way 
of living that brings forth the 
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best in each human by helping him 


to know and understand himself 
better - just as philosophy seeks 
to do. or religion now is, in 
short, a new, dynamic and intel- 


ligent system of philosophy even 
though based on some of the old 
ideas, and that it differs from 
other philosophies mainly in that 
it is not so materialistic, but 
is one where emotions are allowed 
greater play. 


Are fans afraid of emotion ? 


This article is not in any way 
intended to be either a brief for 
religion, or an attempt to pro- 
selyte anyone into a different 
set of beliefs. It is only one 


MECHANICLOIDS - continued 
any enviroment. Once they had 
distributed themselves, the mech- 
anicloids, exerting their tre- 
mendous intelligence, influenced 
the dangerously unstable Republic 
into a powerful body. 

It was hard work, but at last 
they succeeded, and their result 
was the Republic today, strong, 





united, and ready to face any 
eventuality. 
Since their dispersal, the 


mechanicloids have had no native 
planet. Wherever they were need- 
ed, there was their home. But al- 
ways in the back of the mind of 
every mechanicloid unit, was a 
fond memory of Acno, their only 
true home. Every unit had a long- 
ing to return there, to float 
leisurely around, - perhaps even 
temporarily break the connection 
between the brain and the rest of 
the unit, pondering some cosmic 
problem, ona cold dead planet, 
revolving ever more slowly around 


a cold dead sun. / 
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fan's attempt to puzzle out for 
himself why it is that the gener- 
ally open-minded fan so violently 
shies away from one certain facet 
of thinking, when the term "re- 
ligion" is connected with it, 
while he will, at the same time, 
go hog-wild about an equally in- 
teresting and thought-conducive 
concept if it is labelled 
"science" or "philosophy"? 

Fans pride themselves on being 
far-seeing, ' forward-looking, and 
open-minded,in all other pathways 
of life, thought, and imag- 
ination. 

Why not in this one ? 
great puzzle! 
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One day, barring mundicide, Man 
will span the 240,000 miles 
straight up to Earth's satellite. 
Following the lunar conquest will 
come the pioneer propulsion to 
the nearer planets, Venus and 
Mercury. By 2075, which is the 
date of a splendid new scienti- 
fiction book by Robert Heinlein, 
humanity may. have half-way ex- 
plored and populated the solar 
system. At that time our inter- 
planetary society will require 
guardians. Deftly and dynamical- 
ly author Heinlein pictures for 
us the calibre of man who will be 
a SPACE CADET in the 
Patrol. 


: 


The Solar Patrol: Not a fight- 
ing organization, but the reposi- 
tory of weapons too gangerous Lo 
fntrust to military men. Its mem- 
bers--trained to use weapons, un- 
der orders, wearing a uniform; 
but their purpose is not to 


fight, but to prevent fighting. 


When the day comes that Earth's 
frontiers will lie in the sky and 
a colonial confraternity of 
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planets will be well on the way 
to establishment, an interplanet- 
ary constabulary will be required 
to preserve law and order thruout 
the System. Can you imagine the 
kind of men that will necessit- 
ate ? Heinlein has. 
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These astrogators will have to 
master solar languages, be fam- 
iliar with extraterrestial ~bi- 


ology, history, cultures, psych- 


ology, law and ~ institutions, 
treaties and conventions, planet- 


ary ecologies, System bionom cs, 
interplanetary economics, appli- 
cations of extraterrestorialism, 
comparative religious customs, 
iaw of space--and atomic physics. 


Incredibly complex qualifica- 
tions ? Yet not impossible of 
fulfillment, under semantically _ 
sound training, improved hypnotic 
techniques, advanced visual-audio 
instruction methods. 

Heinlein has written before of 
sociological developments ahead 
of mankind. In our most respect- 
ed extrapolative periodical, Sci- 
ence Fiction, he has probed the 

continued on page 31 
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Where the readers express their 
thots with a few well-written 
words. 





(All letters abridged) 
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From HANNES BOK: 

Muchos gracias for Vol 1 Number 
1 of Scientifantasy - wow, that's 
an up-an'-comer, that is. The 
kivver is okay, though I'm not 
much of a Phillips fan (only 
sometimes -- I feel that Phillips 
is undergoing a transition-per- 
iod, and that the stuff he's do- 
ing now is neither here nor there 
thus vaguely unsatisfying). The 
interior on page 4 has much more 
"life" to it. 

Victory of Shadows is as nice & 
vicious a design as yet Ive seen. 
I couldn't do as well. Ain't read 
the story -- not very wild about 
Keller. The spots on pages 8 & 9, 
I am only too maliciously glad to 
report, are putrid (for you) and 
I can draw better than those! The 
spot on page 10 is technically 
swell, but the drawing's awful -- 
one fancies you didn't really 
want to draw pages 8, & 9, or 10, 
but had to do so, like it or not. 
Page 11 is a good hunk of tech- 
nigque,but again I doubt that your 
heart was quite in your work. I'm 
exceedingly jelus of page eleven 
-- I wish I had drawn it. Page 12 
is on a par with Finlay ( if you 
consider that a compliment F 
There's too much black atop the 
spot on page 14, but aside from 
that, it's swell. 

I like the comic strip, though 
I can't help but wonder at the 
hero's huge chest when one con- 
Siders the fact that he has no 
nose for breathing. And those 
bug-eyes suggest Bette Davis. 
Can't Azola undergo an operation 
which will give hima jolly lit- 
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tle button of a turned-up nose, 
plus some eyelids ? The rest of 
him is entrancing -- but ooogh , 
that face! Yaaaaaaaaia 

Joe Kennedy leaves me chilly -- 


I read Grulzaks & his Butterfly 


story in GORGON, and hek, both 
lead you to expect a good payoff, 
and neither has any payoff. The 
illustration for same shows great 
patience and love-of-work, but 
very little sense of drawing OR 
composition. Can't you knock a 
sense-of-pattern into Krolits 
head? Evening Star heading is a 
beauty -- what lovely textures, & 
silvery greys! But the man's head 
is’ goshawful -- that ear! The 
reason I'm complaining is -- your 
technique & sense of "quality" is 
so very good that any error in 
anatomy ( the man's ear, depth of 
head) sticks out into ghastly no- 
tice. Please get out several mir- 
rors and draw your own head next 
time! 

Backcover -- terrifik. -I think 
i the logical successor to 

AUL - your gadgets are terrific, 
and your figures just so-so. The 
backcover is as good as any "pro" 
illustration I've ever seen. If 
-I had it, I would actually frame 
and hang it. 


From NORM STORER: 

I am a dirty dog for not thank- 
ing you and complimenting you 
sooner for the perfectly wonder- 
ful first ish of Scientifantasy. 
It's great, no less. 

The poetry in this 
tinctly below par. 
that "Evening Star" business on 
page 24. ( Gad, "wer't", "thou", 
"thee" -- what is this, Olde Eng- 
lande ?) The pic is great for 
"Star", tho, don't worry. Pics 
for Keller's tale are fine, but 
the material isn't up to his 


ish is dis- 
Especially 


standards. I have a feeling that 

he turned it out in a hurry, 

knowing that some zine would 
> 
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snap it up. 
value, and 


some corny wording. 
Why not teach him a lesson and 
throw a couple of these stinkers 


back in his race? Teach him that 
Name or no Name, he can't get ‘a- 
way with this kind of crap. And 


again, the pics are sooper. 
Grossman, you are without a 
doubt, the best fan-artist going. 


I'm afraid the comic _ strip: 
falls kind of flat. Don't we get 
enough of this in Planet Comics? 
( You do read that sterling pub- 
lication, don't you? -- even if 
only for the sex it contains.) I 
must say, tho, that it is the 
best strip ever attempted in a 
gine. As far as my limited know- 
ledge of this type of art goes, 
that is. 

I haven't read Carter's article 
on werewolves and vampires, but I 
know all about them anyway....you 
think I live on cabbage? The pics 
are damn good, worthy of Weird if 
I do say so. 

And of course the backcover con 
test sounds interesting. Too bad 
I can't draw, paint, or etch. 
( When I do etch, I scratch and 
purty soon it goes away......PUN, 
yuh dopes!} I am hoping to see 
the results of this nation-wide 
contest on the backcover of the 
next STF. 

And there you have a detailed 
examination of your brainchild. 
Despite the rather critical at- 
titude I seem to take. I did en- 
joy it emmensly. (sic.) In fact, 
it is one of the best zines I 
have seen since the demise of 
Vamp and the first ish of Vortex. 
Keep it up. continued on page 31 
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1/h page. Add $1.00 tof 
these if we lay-out. : 
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Also wanted: A, Merrit's "Snake i 
Mother" and "Face in the Abyss", i 
( Famous Fantastic Mysteries and 
old Fantastic Novels issues ), ff 
in good Condition, cheap. 
: Donald L. Fox 
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future in such memorable exer- 
cises in imagination as "If This 
Goes On", "Solution Unsatisfac~ 
tory", "Logic of Empire", "Coven- 
try", and many others; in book 
form has graphically portrayed 
one possible variation from our 
modern mores in "Beyond This Hor- 
izon", with "Methuselah's Child- 
ren" ( the thot-provoking fic- 
tional thesis on longevity ) pos- 
sibly between hard covers by the 
time this sees print. He did a 
fine juvenile book of rocket 
flight in "Space Ship Galileo" . 
And in SPACE CADET ($2.50 from 
Scribner's, NY, 1948) he has top- 
ped 10 years of almost consis- 
tently topnotch performance with 
a chef d'oeuvre of prophecy. 


Things to come: A code for the 
men who will = 2oamand the space- 
ways, a creed for the arbiters of 
interplanetary peace and adminis- 
Srators of interplanetary just- 
ice, a course of conduct for the 
vigilants of the void. 


For a time travel trip to an 
amazing but not impossible tomor- 
row, for the vicarious thrill of 
activity off the earth, for an 
educational insight into an im- 
Pgh phase of 21st Century 

ife read Robert Heinlein's 
SPACE CADET. 


ABSTRACTIONS - 


From JOSEPH B.BAKER 
. After. reading SCIENTIFANTASY 
from cover to cover, I have now 
taken up typewriter in hand(s) 
and forthwith launched upon a 
momentary career as "critic". As 
a purchaser of Vol. 1, No. 1, I 
feel that I am entitled toa few 
words of personal opinion.I don't 
believe you will appreciate it 
but I assure you it is 100 % sin- 
cere in every way. And now to 
work----- 

THE TITLE = Unless both of your 


ta 
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editorial staff are devoted ad-~ 
mirers of the Portland Fantas 
Society, I see no reason For the 
irect copying of just about 
every distinctive characteristic 
which the FANSCIENT possesses. If 
the title is supposed to identify 
the magazine, then why take FAN- 
SCIENT and use it backwards? 
What's the matter, been. taking. 
Serutan for some time now ? 

REQUESTS FOR ADVERTISING -It is 
customary for the magazine to 
list their garaunteed circulation 
before advertising rates.Just be- 
cause various publications don't 
do it is no reason for you to, 
And unless your definite circula- 
tion is above 400, $3.00/page is 
rather high. Frankly speaking, I 
know it isn't and you know it 
isn't.....right? : 

"ART ON EVERY PAGE" IDEA- Most 
ingenious. On the other hand I'm 
led to suspect that this is an- 
other way of drawing a lot and 
getting it published soon. Don't 
get me wrong, I like it but par- 
ticular drawings, pages 4, 8, 9, 
29, add meebing to the mag and 
some are downright detracting. 

BACKCOVER CONTEST - The kind of 
thing that should appear on every 
backcover from now on. It's dif- 
ferent, it's uniqueness personi- 
fied, and besides all that, it 
igh? peg pen Par ‘ 

eneral Comment - Galaxy Excoz- 
ela should never have been allow- 
ed to start. Kill it at once! 

In closing I would like to say 
that I appreciated this first is- 
sue very much. Possibly you feel 
that I could hardly have liked it 
if I felt called upon to critic- 
ize it to the degree I did. My 
reason for such unwavering crit- 
icism was that I like to see new 
Fanzines appear, each with a def- 
inite personality and purpose. To 
date SCIENTIFANTASY has neither 
and I hope that the above remarks 
will help it to become one of 
those that are. ¢ ss 
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